Snatch me this infant from his mother's breast,

this puling love, who, swaddled on her knees,
works such dear malady, and sell the pest

at auction to some merchant if you please*
Who bids me for the guttersnipe?   'Twere best

to quote at once, since he goes cheap.   He sees,
he hears, he weeps.   Too late!   Nay, baby, rest,

I am not crying!   Look! we'll sign a peace!
I will not sell, but rather I'll despatch thee

to Helen, my sweet lady, for her page,
who in her eyes and hair doth sweetly match thee,

subtle as thou, as sudden in her rage.
Grow you like children, and like children play,
but later, love, thou shalt my pain repay.
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